VOYAGE    OUTWARDS	yi
... I asked if life was so pleasant that he could afford to
do without any pleasure. . . . Any easily available pleasure.
... He said: "No, you can't. All the same, hard liquor
is the only drink for a proper man. The only healthy drink."
... I said: "That's why the doctor has put you on the
water waggon as far as hard liquor is concerned, for the rest
of your life."
. . . He said that, all the same, he'd put those foreign
fellows up against a wall. There had been too much alien
corruption. He'd suffered from that disease himself, dans
le temps.
... I said: "Yes, when you drank that red fluid you saw,
like any other man, the sunlight on the vines of the Hospice
at Beaune, and wished you were there again."
... "I did," he said, "and that's precisely why I'd put
all those fellows up against it. Who wants to be corrupted?
. . . Pack of rogues."
... I almost said: "Come, let us take a walk down Fleet
Street." But I thought he might be hurt.
§
... In the speak-easy they play the Boat Song on the Volga.
I wish they wouldn't. ... I have omitted to say that the
author of my Petit Guide de UQEnophile prefaces his chapter
on "Le Beaujolais, Nectar de la Region lyonnaise/* with
the verse:
"Bon Frangais, quand je bois mon verre
Plein de ce vin couleur de feu,
Je songe, en remerciant Dieu,
Qu'ils n'en ont pas en Angleterre."
As who should say, translated to the best of my ability :
"A good French man, I drink this wine,
As red as fire or scarlet flannel,
And think: Thank all the Powers Divine,
They've none like this across the Channel.'*
. . . They do not seem to have a great deal across the
Herring Pond. At any rate this Beaujolais is provided

